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Advertiſement. 


HIS Little Piece met with the 
greateſt ſucceſs at Paris, where 

it had the advantage of appearing in 
its Original language, elegantly wrote 
and excellently performed : It was 
there I faw it; and was ſo ſtruck 
with the novelty of the ſubject, and 
the ſimplicity and delicacy of the 
ſentiments, that I could not reſiſt at- 
tempting a Tranſlation of it. I have 
ince thought, the beſt acknowledg- 
ment I could make the Town, who 
deſigned to honour me at my Bene- 
n, would be to bring it out that 
night in the beſt manner I was able. 
A 2 How 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


How I have ſucceeded in the attempt 
is wholly ſubmitted to their judg- 
ment. I ſhall only add, that if 1 
have been ſo happy to contribute in 
the leaſt to their amuſement, I ſhall 
think myſelf amply recompenſed for 
the trouble and expence that attend- 
ed the bringing it upon the Stage. 
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ELPOMENE, in fad deſpair, 
Her boſom beat and tore her hair, 
And wildly threw her arms about. 
Apollo came to her relief, 
Enquir'd the reaſon of her grief, 
And why ſhe made fo ſtrange a rout? 


How can you alk me, ſaid the Muſe, 


Here, ſee; this ORACLE peruſe, 
And ſay, have I not cauſe to moan ? 


Why was not I to this invited? 
Thalia wrote what you indited; 
Tis a contrivance of your own. 


I think 


I think my Favourite might have paid, 
Since ſhe was certain of your aid, 

Her gratitude to Tragedy : 
I train'd her up with Parent care, 
And now you let my ſiſter ſhare 

The honour which was due to me. 


I own, reply'd the God, and ſmil'd, 
"Twas I inſpir'd your darling child, 
In this her modeſt firſt eſſay; 
And if to Tragic Themes ſhe'll riſe ; 
And follow you amidſt the ſkies, 
Depend upon't, I'll lead the way. 


C. DENIs. 


PROLOGUE. 


PR O L O G U E. 
Spoken by Mr. B AR RV. 


HE Little Piece we offer to your view, 
In France tho" often ſhewn, is here quite net; 
And novelty, the men at leaſt confeſs, 
Makes half the charm of wit, as well as dreſs. 


She hopes — for lis a Female has been ſcribbling — 
That no Male Critic here will dare be nibbling. 
A woman write! — Yes, faith — 1 am no fibber; 
Aud who d'ye think this Author is? — Oar CIBBER. 
Genius ſhe gives up freely to the men, 
'Tis Nobler Gratitude inſpires her pen: 
Your kindneſs to acknowledge, not repay, 
Is all her aim in this her firſt eſſay. 
She's now a dreſſing, and in piteous taking ! 
But what's the Player's to the Poet's quaking ? 
I know what tis to alt a firſt night's part, 
And doubly pity her with all my heart. 

Yet, after all, why ſhou'd fhe fear diſgrace * 
[ſee indulgence ſmile in ev'ry face. 

The Piece, wwe hope, with all your fancies bit, 
Tho it, perhaps, may want — what ſome call wit. 
Io ſmutty jokes, — not one intriguing wench — 
Odd creatures, fure, our lively Friends the French! 
But then we have ſome Pantomime to ſhew, 
Machines in ſhape of men that come and go; 

I A Fairy 


PROLOGUE. 


A Fairy too — odſo! — I ſhould not blah — 

Well — but — I know you bugely lib d Queen Mab: 
And Ours, were but this magic circle free, 

Cou'd ſhew ſome pretty trixks, as well as She ; 

But, for this time, your very goodneſs foils 

Our Fairy's art, and half your pleaſure ſpoils : 

On this full ſtage, (we ſee it with glad hearts) 

Our Statue-dancers cannot ſhew their parts; 

But what you loſe for this one crouded night, 

] hole years of beſt endeavour ſhall requite. 
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Dramatis PERSON x. 


FaiRY-QUEEN. Mrs. ELMY. 
OBERoN, her Son. Mr. DyER. 


CINTHIA, a young Princeſs. Mrs, C1BBERs 


SCENE, The Fairy's Palace. 


8 2 
a J. 958 
% 


THE 


O R A CL E. 


NRNRRA RAA 


SCENE I. 


OBERON. 


FAIRY. 
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child, you are qu 


tolerable! 


OBERON. 


But, dear mother---- 


FAIRY 
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FAIRY. 


But, dear ſon, have not I poſitively forbid 
your coming here ?----What have you been 
doing? | 


+ OBER ON. 


Admiring all that Nature ever form'd moſt 
beautiful ! 


FAIRY. 
What! you have ſeen CinTHIA then? 


OBERON. 


Tir'd with the heat of the day, ſhe was 
ſleeping on a bed of roſes---- 


. 
Did ſhe ſee you? 


mM. — ‚— 


O BER ON. £ 


Dear Madam, don't I tell you ſhe ws g. 
aſleep? One of her lovely arms ſapported 
her head; the other was ſtretch'd out on 
the fide I was, and ſeemed to gather the 
flowers that grew about her. She was af! 
tated by ſome pleaſing dream that painted be 
face with the moſt liyely colours: Tran 


3 porte 


— Codes * 


orted with ſo charming a ſight, and not ſa- 
tisfied with the pleaſure my eyes only receiy- 
ed, I was no longer maſter of myſelt---- 


FAIRY. 
How, child! 


OBERON. 


I ſeiz'd one of her beautiful hands, and 
kiſs'd it with ſuch extaſy, that ſhe ſtirr'd---- 
When fearing ſhe was going to awake, I 
ſtole away, without her ſeeing me. It is in 
vain for you, Madam, to command me any 
longer to keep out of her fight ; --- I cannot 
obey you. I love her, I adore her; I will 
ſee her, and tell her fo, and make her love 


me, or die at her feet. - 
FAIR x; 


My art is great; I am Sovereign of the 
Fairies; I can, in an inſtant, build palaces, 
raiſe tempeſts, and change the moſt delight- 
ful place into the moſt horrid deſart; but I 
ſce it is beyond my power to govern a young 
fool, whoſe head is fill'd with love.---- Well, 
go on, child, undo yourſelf, loſe CINTHIA, 
and, by your raſhneſs and imprudence, de- 
ſtroy the meaſures I have hitherto taken to 
procure your happineſs with her. 


B 2 OBERON. 
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OBERON. 


But, dear Madam, what can be your rea- 
ſon for inſiſting that ſhe ſhould not ſee me? 


FAIRY. 


In hopes it will make you more prudent 
for the future, I'll tell you. At your birth, 
I conſuited the Oracle about your deſtiny : 
The anſwer was this: 

The ſon of the Fairy-Sovereign is threat- 
« end with great misfortunes, but will avoid 
te them all, and even be very happy, if he 
% can make himſelf belov'd by a young Prin- 
& cels, who believes him deaf, dumb, and 
« jinſenſible.“ 


'OBERON. 
Deaf, dumb, and inſenſible! 


AIX I. 


Judge, my dear ſon, by the tenderneſs I 
have for you, how much affliction that an- 
ſwer gave me. For two years together 1 
never look'd upon you, but with ſorrow. At 
length I imagin'd I had found a way, not 
only to avoid the misfortunes you were threat- 
en'd with, but even to ſee the accompliſhment 
of the Oracle, how impoſſible ſoever it ap- 

pear'd to be. 
OBERON. 


oer. ˖3 
O BER ON. 


You muſt pardon me, Madam, if I have 
not the ſame confidence that you ſeem to 
have in the unaccountable caprice of women, 
for I can never believe---- 


FAIRY. 


Hear me. When you were two years 
old, there was a Princeſs born in a little 
iland near this---it was your CINTHIA.--- 
| ſtole her away, and tranſported her to this 
palace, which is inacceſſible to all human 
beings. Here ſhe has been brought up and 
waited upon by Statues only, to which, by 
my art, I gave motion. I have often amuſed 
myſelf with carving a piece of marble before 
her, and then, animating it with a blow of 
my wand, it immediately became a little dog 
playing about her, or a monkey who diverted 
her with his tricks. In ſhort, I have done 
every thing I can to perſuade her, that ſhe 
and 6 are the only two beings that ſpeak, 
think, and underſtand ; and that all the 
others, form'd ſolely for our uſe or amuſe- 
ment, are abſolutely inſenſible, and altogether 
capable of love or hatred, forrow or pleaſure. 


OBERON. 
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. OBER ON. 


But what can be your deſign in having 
educated her in theſe falſe notions? 


FAIRY. 


To make her believe, when I preſent you 
to her---- 


OBER ON. 


Oh! I underſtand you; that I am alſo ſome 
animal, only better faſhion'd than thoſe ſhe 


has already ſeen. The fancy pleaſes me!— |} 


It may ſucceed. Pſyche, before ſhe ſaw Cu- 
wn thought him a monſter; yet ſhe lovd 

im. CINTHIA, deceiv'd by the falſe ideas 
vou have inſtill'd into her, will believe me 

exactly what the Oracle requires ſhe ſhould; 
nevertheleſs, ſhe'll love me! Reaſon may be 
cheated, but inclination cannot: Her heart 
will receive leſſons from nature, that will 
pleaſe her, though ſhe does not comprehend 
em, and which the'll follow by inſtin&. That 
ſecret intelligence, that ſympathetic force of 
| hearts will work — Yes, Madam, ſhe will 

love me, and I ſhall then be the happieſt of 
mortals! Come, dear mother, let us go ſeek 
her this inſtant. — You may now ſafely pre- 


ſent me to her, and be afſur'd, ſince the ſuc- 
ceſs 


) 
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ceſs of my love depends upon it, I will be a 
Statue, a real Statue, a piece of inſenſi- 
ble marble. 


FAIRY. 


No, no, no, no, ſon, it is not yet time for 
you to appear: Slip out at that door, for I 
ſce CINTHIA coming this way. . In the con- 
verſation we ſhall have together, I ſhall re- 
member your happineſs, and contrive to ma- 
nage every thing to your ſatisfaction. 


O BER ON. 


One word more, dear mother! When ſhe 
plays with her dog, he careſſes her, you 
know; may not J do ſo too, if ſhe plays with 
me? 


FAIRY. 


You are a pretty fellow to act a Statue in- 
deed! Go, go, | Puſhing him out. | — Get 
you gone, get you gone. 
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SCENE IL 


FAIRY. CINTHIA. 


CINTHIA, [not perceiving the F AIRY.] 


5 WAS no illuſion — *T was not a 
dream. -— His lips were preſs'd upon 
my hand ! : 


FAIRY. 
What do you ſay, CinTHia? 


CINTHIA. 
Oh! [ farts] — 1 did not ſee you. 
FAIRY. 
His lips were preſsd upon your hand 
Whole lips? 
CINTHIA. 


I don't know. He difappear'd like light- 
ning; but when he kiſs'd my hand, I believe 
he breath'd upon it ſome ſecret fire that has 


ſhot into my heart! - Yes, from that in- 
| ſtant 


AI 
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ſtant I am not what I us'd to be. ---- Ian 
reſtleſs, thoughtful, I want ---- I don't knov- 
what I want. I think I breathe another air 
all nature ſeems more chearful, more ani- 
mated ! — H have juſt now been watching 
two little birds: Oh! what love! what fond- 
nels! They were perch'd upon the ſam- 
bough; they ſung to one another; they 
look'd at one another; but with ſuch looks 
ge]! You and I don't look at one an- 
other ſo. They ceas'd their pretty warbling 
tor a few Minutes, but ſoon began again to 
ing, or rather to anſwer one another, with 
ſuch paſſion, with ſuch an ardour ---- You 
laugh ! | 


FAIRY; 
Why, who can help it? for to anſwer one 
mother, they muſt underſtand. 
CINTHIA. 
And lo, to be ſure, they did. 


FAIRY. 


And do you believe your Lute or Harpſi- 
ord underſtand you ; or that they are ſen- 
ve of the ſweetneſs of your voice, when 


hey accord ſo juſtly with the notes you 
ing? | 
o! 


C CINTHIA. 
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CINTHIA. 


\ pretty compariſon, truly ! They are Ma. 
chines. OS 


FAIRY. 


And han't I told you, an hundred time, Ml } 
that birds are mere Machines, but furniſh' 
with finer organs; becauſe nature, more in- 
duſtrious, and always ſuperior to art, has con- 
trivd, and plac'd the ſprings herſelf ? 


CIN THIA. 


And you may tell it me over a thouſand 
and a thouſand times, my dear, but I ſhant 
believe one word of the matter, A ſecret 
feel I had at the fight of thoſe two little birds 
contradicts all you can fay ; for, cou'd I hav 
catch'd 'em, I ſhou'd have kiſs'd 'em, and 
fondled 'em ; I ſhould have put 'em together 
in my own chamber, and taken care they ha 
every thing they wanted; but I can't ſay! 
ever once thought of kiſſing my Harpſicor 
or minding whether my Lute was hot « 
cold: | 


. 


FAIRY. [Ajde.] 


I muſt ſurpriſe her with a new piece of ay 
art. [To her] CINTHIA, look at thoſe Statuen: 
725 exam 
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examine em well; touch em; they are mar- 
ble; and, without doubt, you muſt be con- 
vinc'd that they are not ſenſible: Vet, by 
touching ſome of the ſprings, I will give them 
2s ſurpriſing motions as thoſe that you ad- 
mird ſo much in the birds, and which made 
you believe they were intelligent. | 
[The FAIRY touches three Statues with her 
wand ; that in the middle comes forward 
and dances, while the other two play 
upon imſtruments, the Orcheſtra joining 


in fourdine. ----= Whilft the dance is 
performing, CINTHIA appears melan- 
choly.] 


What's the matter, CinTnia? You are 
melancholy on a ſudden; one would think 
this diverſion gave you pain. 


CINTHIA. 


It does indeed. It confounds and deſtroys 
1 thouſand ideas that pleas d me. Oh my 
poor little birds ! are you then but Machines ! 
| thought you were ſenſible, and had infinite 
ſatisfaction to be perch'd upon the ſame bough 
in day time, and together in ſome hollow tree 
it night. [To the FA1RY.] Then a crowd 
of thoughts came into my head ---- Nature, 
lays I, has infpir'd theſe birds with this bleſs'd 
union, to make them happy; ſhe certainly has 

C 2 not 


ue 
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ne degree above your monkey, which you 


not been leſs kind to me, and there is ſome 
being of my ſpecies, with whom I am deſtin'd 
to live in the tame union that theſe little birds 


do. —— You know ---- tell me, my good 


Jovereign, who cou'd have come and kiſsd 
my hand, whilſt I was aſleep ? 


FAIRY. [Smiling.] 


Why, ---- I ſuſpect it was a young man, 
whoſe foot-ſteps I have to-day trac'd about 
me Palace: He muſt, at firſt, have taken you 
or a being of his own kind, but finding his 
miſtake when you wak'd, ran away. 


| CINTHIA. 
A young man! Are men Machines too? 


FAIRY. 
Yes; but ſomething more perfect; about 


ink has ſo much ſEnte: Their colour is ge- 
erally white; they are ſhap'd like thoſe Sta- 
nes. I us'd to have ſome of em here, hut 
hey had fo many failings, that I took a diſlike ot 
to em. | 


CINTHIA. * 


Birds ſing -- Statues dance ---- my watch 


_ (hews me the hour ---- W hat do men do? 


FAIRY 
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FAIRY. 
There are ſeveral forts of em. Thoſe who 


thought the prettieſt fellows to look at, meet 
by thouſands on great plains, and there, with 
inſtruments they have on purpoſe, they mur- 
der one another. 


CINTHIA. 


Oh that's horrid ! They are certainly Ma- 
chines; there can be no ſenſe in all that 
laughter: Yet I ſhou'd not be ſorry to ſee a 
man neither, if I was not afraid of his killing 
me. 


FAIRY. 


You have nothing to fear, my dear Cix- 
THIA ; we are women; all of em ſubmit to 

us: Thoſe very men, who are ſo furious a- 
mongſt themſelves, kneel at our feet; we have 
lomething in our eyes that ſoftens 'em, and, 
lice a load- ſtone, attracts em to us. They 
change themſelves to what we like; and 


ſeem to have all our paſſions and inclina- 
ons. 


1 CINTHIMA; 


are call'd foldiers, and who are generally 
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22 The ORACLE. 
CINTHIA. 


I do long vaſtly to fee a man! Pray, my 
dear, try to get me a ſight of him that kiſsd 
my hand whilſt I was aſleep. 


FAIRY. 


N If your looks did not frighten him too 

much, he may perhaps be ſtill ſomewhere 

| near the Palace; I think I'll go, and look for 
him, before he gets farther off. 


CINTHIA. 


Do, my dear Sovereign ! Aud pray make | 
all the haſte you can; I thall be impatient till 


you return. 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 


CINTHIA. [Alone] 


HE laughs. ---- It's certainly at my im- 
atience - She has reaſon ; ---- My cu- 
riofity is ſo great, that it puts all my ſpirits in 
a flutter. 1 have a thouſand idle fancies that 
my heart ſeems to encourage. A man ---- 
Well, a man? ---- Oh! I have a mind to- 
| have a mind to play a tune upon my 
Harpſicord. 


[She goes to her Harpſicord, 


and returns immediately. 


A thought comes into my head ---- What 
2 giddy creature I am! ---- I ought to have 
gone with her, and then ſhe might have 
watch'd on one fide, and I on the other, and 
it he had appear'd, we could both have crept 
5 - ſoftly towards him, and have catch d 
im. 


She goes to her Harpicord, and returns. 
What 
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What a cruel ſuſpicion alarms me! Wh 
did not ſhe aſk me to go with her? for 
then we could have help'd one another. She 
muſt have thought of it----When ſhe aid 


men had ſo many failings, that ſhe had taken 


a diſlike to 'em, I took notice that ſhe ſmil'd, 
and did not ſeem to ſay what ſhe thought. 
Has not ſhe a mind to keep this for her- 
ſelf, and hide him from me, as ſhe has done 
the others? ---- Oh! But ſhe ſha'n't impoſe 
upon me fo, for Ill run after her inſtantly, 
and [ Going out ſhe meets the FAIRY.] 
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SCENE IV. 


FAIRY. OBERON. CINTHIA. 


CINTHIA. 
H! here ſhe is! Well, have you catch'd 
him? 
FAIRY. 


Yes; and had not much trouble to bring 
him. 


CINTHIA. 


CINTH [ A. 
Where is he then? 


FAIRY, 
I thought he follow'd me. 


CINTHIA. 


Oh! how could you do ſo? You have let 
him run away. 


[She runs to the bottom of the ſtage, 
where ſhe ſees OBERON.] 


Ah! ----- my good Sovereign! -----But -==-- 
how — yes indeed —— 


FAIRY. ¶ Mimicting ber.] 


A my good Sovereign !----- But 
boy --== yes - indeed! — What do you 
mean! 7 

CINTHIA. 


don't know: You gave me a look that 
Quite confounded me. 


FAIRY. 


Tal en you a look? No, no, no; I might 
e given you an hundred, and you wou'd 
D not 
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not have ſeen one of em, for your eyes were 
never off him. 


CINTHIA. 


He is as tall as I am! How he looks at 
me! How ſoft and gentle his eyes are! I am 
ſure he is not one of that ſort that fight and 
kill one another. III keep him to play with: 
---- He ſhall be my own, tha'n't he? 


FAIRY. 
Ay, ay; take him, take him. 


CINTHIA. 


I ͤmuſt give him ſome name: ---- What 
ſhall I call him? . 


FAIRY. 
What you will. Pray pleaſe yourſelf. 


CINTHIA. 


Let me fee ---- I'll call him ---- Ill cal 
him ---- Charmer ! 


FAIR. 


With all my heart. But now we mult 
leave Charmer for a little while, and go and 
obſerve a phenomenon that will appear th 
evening about ſun-ſet. 

CINTHIA 


cw 
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CINTHIA. 


Oh, my dear Sovereign! I have ſeen the 
ſun ſo often! 


FAIRY. 


But you never ſaw this phenomenon ; and 
we'll realon together about it. 


CINTHIA. 
Indeed, Madam, I ſhall reaſon ſadly. 


FAIRY. 
Indeed, my dear ! ----- Well, well, ſtay 


with your Charmer, I won't conſtrain you. I 
don't doubt but this fancy will pals off, like 
many others, 


D 2 SCENE 
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SCENE V. 


CINTHIA. OBERON. 


0 
CINTHIA. [ Lo9kzng after the FAIRY.) 


AM glad ſhe's gone! She was a fad re- 

ſtraint upon me. [Se gazes ſome time upon 
OBrRoN.] What fine hair! How he holds 
up his head! He is perfectly well ſhap'd! 
My heart ſeems at laſt to have found the ve- 
ry object it wanted, and which I have had 
confuſed ideas of a long time. | Mimicł- 
ing the Falxv.] This Fancy will paſs off like 
many others! [Goes nearer OBERON.] No, 
Charmer, I ſhall always be fond of you.----- 
Fancy! What an expreſſion! One would 
think ſhe had given me a bird to play with; 
but I find a wide difference! ----- [ Takes 
a chair and fits down.) Come, Charmer! ---- 
He comes to me - he kneels before me ---- 
Oh! how pretty that is! ---- 


D pilſt OBERON 7s hneeling, ſhe pulls d 
long ribbon out of her pocket, ties it a- 
bout his neck, and twiſts the end round 
ber arm. | 


I hear 


l 
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hear a noiſe ---- Sure ſhe can't be come 
back already ! | 


[She gets up, runs to the door, and pulls 
him after her.] 


No. It was only my fear : She's buſy ob- 
ſerving her phenomenon. I hope he'll ſtay 
till I fetch her! 


[She places another chair near hers, and 
makes ſigns for OBERON 7o /at.] 


Charmer! Come, Charmer ---- fit there. 
_ ---- He wont fit down ---- He kneels again 
at my feet! ---- Yes, Charmer, I have given 
you a right name; you are a Charmer! 
You inchant me! ---- Alas! the pleaſure I 
have in ſeeing him miſleads my reaſon ; I 
ſpeak to him as if he could underſtand me. 
I am fond of deceiving myſelf I ſcarce 
know where I am, I figh ----I feel a ſecret 
pleaſure, ---- an agitation, ---- a ſoftneſs that 
I never knew till now. Give your hand, 
Charmer. — - Dear me! his heart beats like 
mine! l [She gets up, and walks away.) 


OBERON, [walks to the other fide 

of the ſtage. | 
I can hold no longer; this is too critical a 
lituation for a lover! 


SCENE 
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SCENE VL 


FAIRY. OBERON. CINTHIA 


FAIRY. [Afde.] 


1 See tis time for me to appear, or my ſon 
would ſoon forget that he is to be deaf, 
dumb, and inſenſible. | 


CINTHIA. [Running to the FAIRY,] 


Oh! my dear Sovereign, grant me one fa- 
vour. 


FAIRY. 
What is it, CINTHIA? 


CINTHIA. 


Animate Charmer, if you love me; con- 
trive that he may think, ſpeak, underſtand 


me and anſwer me. 


FAIRY, 
| You aſk an impoſſibility. 


CIN THIA. 


The O R A CLE: 
CINTHIA. 
An impoſſibility, Madam? 


FAIRY. 
Yes, CiNTHIA, you know tis impoſſible. 
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CINTHIA. 
You diſtract me! 


FAIRY. 


I am ſorry for it, my dear CIx THA; but 
muſt I be oblig'd again to tell you, that theſe 
beings that ſerve to divert us, can, indeed, 
by the ſprings that are in them, be made to 
imitate ſome of our actions, but that they 


are altogether incapable of thought or re- 
flection? 


CINTHIA. 


I underſtand you, Madam, I underſtand 
you! I plainly perceive your defign ! 


FALLS: 
My defign ! What deſign ? 
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CINTHIA. 

Why, Madam, you are very wiſe and 
learned, and want to make me as great a 
Philoſopher as yourſelf, that you may always 
have ſomebody to reaſon with ; and you won't 
animate Charmer, becauſe you think, if we 
cou'd converſe together, we ſhou'd be wholly 
taken up with the pleaſure of ſeeing and loving 
one another, and ſhou'd care very little for 
your ſublime converſations. But, Madam, I 
declare to you that J am ignorant, and will 
continue ſo; that I have an averſion to learn- 
ing; that I hate and deteſt every thing that be- 
longs to it; and that I'll go this inſtant, and 
deſtroy all thoſe inſtruments of Philoſophy, 
which appear to me very ridiculous furniture 
for my apartment, | 
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SCENE VII. 


FAIRY. OBERON. 


OBERON. 


DIE U Globes, Spheres, and Maps of 
the world ! ---- How delightful is that 


anger | 
F.AERY; 
'Tis diverting at leaſt. Why, ſon, ſhe's as 
haſty as you are. 


OBERON. 


I ſhall love her the better for it. What can 
2ive a lover greater joy, than to hear his mil- 
trels expreſs a tender ſentiment with warmth! 
But I muſt tell you, Madam, if you had not 
come in as you did, I cou'd have contain'd 
myſelf no longer: 1 was juſt going to ſpeak. 


FAIRE 
And the Oracle ? ---- 


E OBEROYN. 
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OBERON. 


The Oracle! Oh! I cou'd think of nothing 
but CiNTHIA ; encourag'd, flatter'd, and ca- 
reſs d by her beautiful eyes. I, for a long 
time, kept mine fix d upon the ground; I bit 
my lips, I held my breath, my whole perſon 
was a burden to me ---- Ah, Madam, what 
terrible things are lips and eyes, when one 
dares not make uſe of 'em with the angel one 


adores ! 


FAIRY. 


You muſt, nevertheleſs, conſtrain yourſelf MW it 
for ſome time longer. Perhaps the inclination In 
that CiNnTH1A ſhews for you is not Love: It 
may only be caprice, or a fondneſs for a new 
object. It will, therefore, be prudent for 
you to try her ſeven or eight days longer 


OBERON. 
Seven or eight days! 
FAIRY. 
Yes, child, ſeven or eight days. 


OBERON. | 


But, dear Madam, do you conſider the 1 
SY ſituation 


he 


On 
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ſituation I ſhall be in? CINTHIA will have 
me with her every where, will be continually 
pulling me about, and playing with me. ---- 
Only think if ſhe ſhou'd take me into her bed- 
chamber? I declare, I believe you think 
me really inſenſible. 


FAIRY. 
No; but I expect you to be diſcreet. 


OBERON. 


Rather ſay you expect me to bear a new- 
invented torment, which, I confeſs, is beyond 
my power. | 


FAIRY. 


And how do you think young girls do, 
who for months together reſiſt their inclina- 
tions, hide their love, and appear not only 
inſenſible, but are often cruel to a lover they 
like ? 

OBERON. 


Oh! I am neither a girl, nor a Statue, and 
will go this inſtant, and declare it to C1NTHIA.. 


FAIRY. 


Hold, dear fon! Don't be raſh, and undo 
E 2 in 
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in a moment what I have been ſo long endea- 
vouring to bring about; let me prevail upon 
you to ſtay till I have made one more trial of 
her heart, and don't difcover yourſelf unſea- 


ſonably, ſince the happineſs of your life de- 


pends upon it. | 
PPEPPBERLGESEPTLESLRE TSS TSS EEEES 
SCENE VIII. 


CINTHIA. FAIRY. OBERON, 


FAIRY. 
ELL CinTHIa, I dare fay you are 


wiſer than to have done what you 
threaten'd ? 


CINTHIA. 


I have demoliſh'd them all, I aſſure you, 
Madam; I have broke the Zodiac, and the 
Poles, and thrown the World out of the win- 
dow. 


FAIRY. 


You ate very pafſionate, CIx TIA. 


CINTHI3 


— an, — *——— a—— _—_ "Es I AE —_— 1 


N 


CINTHIA. 


And you are very cruel, Madam: You of- 
ten tell me you love me, yet you refuſe do- 


ing the only thing that you know can make 


me happy. 
FAIRY. 


Why, unfortunately, C1nNTHI A, your 
Charmer happens to be one of thoſe kind 
of men call'd Beaus, and therefore 'tis im- 
poſſible to make him think, or inſpire him 
with reaſon : But to let you ſee I am willing 
to do every thing in my power to pleaſe you, 
he ſhall go and come, laugh and cry; he ſhall 
throw himſelf at your feet; ſhall appear ten- 
der, ſubmiſlive, full of love; but all this me- 


chanically, like the reſt of his kind, 


CINTHIA. 
Mechanically ! 


FAIRY. 


Nay he ſhall do more; he ſhall whiſtle, 
ſnake, and even ſing little ſongs with the 


words, 


CINTHIA. 


The ORACLE. 37 


—” n — 2 Ine 1 
. r TE EI IN 


- 
— OD. 


38 The ORACLE. 


CINTHIA. 
Oh, pray make him ſing! 


FAIRY. 


With all my heart. But you'll remember 
that theſe parrots have but one jargon, a ſort 
of common-place ſtuff, which they repeat in- 
differently to almoſt every woman they meet, 
and juſt as they learnt it. 


CINTEHIA. 


You have told me that already; you teaze 
me with ſaying it over ſo often.----Pray make 
him ſing. 
FAIRY, [afide to Ok ERO.] 


You ſee the part you have to act. 
[To CI N THIA] I muſt hum it to him firſt. 


[ Sings. ] 
When forming us 


BER ON Sings. [ 
When forming us ---- , 
CINTHIA. 
Oh, my good Sovereign ! 


OBERON. 


The ORACLE. 


OBERON [Sings.] 


Kind Nature ſtrove 
To make us bleſt, ---- ſhe gave tis Love. 
CINTHIA. 


Oh! I am inchanted! The ſound of his 
voice goes to my. very heart ! 


OBERON [ Sings. 
I forget the predictions of an hateful Oracle. 


INT | 
What Oracle! What does he mean? | 


FAIRY. 


Have you already forgot that theſe animals 
call'd Beaus, repeat every thing by chance, 
and juſt as they learnt it? 


CINTHIA. 
Yes, Madam, I had almoſt forgot it ; but 


| ſee it would have hurt your good nature 


very much, not to have put me in nund of 
it Well? 


FAIRY. 
Well? 


CINTHIX& 
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CINTHIA. 
Why does not he ſing on? 
FAIRY. 


Moſt likely becauſe he has not learnt any 
more. I think you ought to be very well 
contented, for I am ſure your parrot never ſaid 
half ſo much to you. 


CINTHIA. 


My parrot! Always my parrot ! You make 
theſe compariſons only to ridicule the inclina- WM x: 
tion you ſee I have for him. | th 


FAIRY. 


And you do nothing but ſcold. Upon my 
word, CINTHIA, you are in a very bad hu- Ny 
mour to-day. | 


CINTHIA. 
How is it poſſible to be otherwiſe ? for, at- 
ter all, do but look at him.----Is it not cruel 


he cannot be made to comprehend how much 
I love him ? 


[OBERON, 


The ORACLE a, 
[OBERON, de to the Fairy, 
who puts her hand upon his mouth, 


and makes figns to him not to dif- 
cover himſelf. 2 


Te Oracle is fulfilled, and I will ſpeak. 


CINTHIA. 
How many times a * ſhall I grieve at his 
inſenfibility ! 


FAIRY. 


Tis very true: Don't trouble yourſelf 
any longer about him; turn him away, and 
think no more of him. 


CINTHIA. 


Turn him away !----turn away Charmer! 
What ! deprive myſelf of the pleaſure of ſee- 
ing him ! Oh Heavens ! | 


FAIRY. 


Well, then, let him ſtay; and divert your- 
ſelf with teaching him verſes, or any thing you 
have a mind he ſhou'd repeat. 


CINTHIA. 


Now I love yon. II begin this minute, 


and teach him his firſt leſſon. Come, Char- 
| | F mer, 
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mer, let's ſee if you can pronouce my name, 
----CINTHIA | 


OBERON. 


CinTHIA |! 


CINTHIA. 
My dear CINTHIA! 


OBERON, 
My dear CINTHIA! 


CINFHIA. 


I love you! 


OBE RON, [Gettmg rid of the Fal- 


RY, ho ſtrives t hold him, and thru. 
mg himſelf on his knees to CINTHI1A.| | 


Yes, I love you, I adore you, CIx TEIA! 
----my dear, my charming CINTHIA !---- 
How many things | have to ſay! And yet! 
can only tell you a thouſand times over all 
over that J love you! 


i 


Ah! my dear Sovereign! IIe ſpeaks « 
himſelf! 


1 FAIR! 
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FATIES, *; * 
You ſee how much he is improved with one 
leflon. | 
| OBERON. 


Dear Madam, don't attempt any longer to 
deceive her. The Oracle is accompliſh'd, and 
may now ſhew her all the love and grati- 
tude that my heart is fill'd with. 


CINTHIA. 


You have a tender, loving heart, then! 
Why did you conceal it from me ? 


OBERON. 


; On account of a dreadful Oracle, which 
7 declared I ſhould be miſerable, if you did not 
believe me inſenſible. Can you be angry with 


WJ mc, CixTHIA, for deceiving you, ſince the 
MW uccels of my love depended upon it? 

t 

nd EIN 


Why ſhould I, fince it has given me the 
better opportunity of ſhewing the inclination 
i have for you? 


OBERON. 


1 My deareſt Miſtreſs ! 
F--2 CINFTIE 


CINTHIA. 


| Riſe, Charmer. ---- O happy, happy Cix- 
THIA! 


| FAIRY. 

And now, my dear children, let me em- 
brace you both : The Oracle is accompliſh'd, 
Let an happy Hymen unite your loves! And 
may you, OBERON, after having been a deaf, 
dumb, and inſenſible lover, be a tender, com- 


plaiſant, and affectionate husband, and prove 
a contraſt to the preſent times. 


When artful beauty gives th' alarm, 
Ye young ! be deaf, be dumb, be blind; 
Inſenſible to ev'ry charm, 
That flows not native from the mind. 


Ere Hymen join you to the Fair, 
Her inmoſt ſoul with head explore; 
Be that, fond youth, thy only care : 
The ORACLE implies no more. 


CINTHIA, 
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CINTHIA, [Singe.] 


I. 


W OU'D you with her you love be bleſt, 
Ye ho” theſe inſtructions mind, 
Conceal the paſſion in your breaſt, 
Be dumb, inſenſible, and blind: 
But when with tender looks you meet, 
And fee the artleſs bluſhes riſe, 
Be filent, loving, and diſcreet ; 
The ORACLE no more implies. 


II. 


When once you prove the maid ſincere, 
here virtue ts with beauty join d, 
Then boldly like yourſelf appear 
No more inſenſible, or blind : 
Pour forth the tranſports of your heart, 
And ſpeak your foul without diſguiſe ; 
Tris fondneſs fondneſs muſt impart ; 
he ORACLE no more implies. . 


HI. 


Thy” pleaſing, fatal is the ſnare 
That ftill entraps all woman-kind ; 
Ladies, beware, be wiſe, take care, 


Be deaf, inſenſible, and blind : 
But 
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But ſbou d ſome fond, deſerving youth 
Agree to join in Hymen's ties, 

Be tender, conſtant, crown his truth; 
The ORAcLE no more implies, 


IV. 


Shou'd we, in this our faint efſay, 

Your uſual kind iadulgence find, 
With gartitude we muſt repay, 

Or be mſen/tble and blind. 
Thrice happy ! if we dare to claim 

The favour which we have in view a 
Your judgment fixes praiſe or blame, 

No ORACLE we know but You, 


EPILOGUE. 


EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. CIB BER. 


AS not I right ? — In ſpite of all their ort, 
"Pda fbrewd gueſs that Charmer had a heart. 
How vain their tricks | A girl that's in ber teens, 
By inſtinf knows, that men — are not Machines : 
That having eyes, lips, heart, — can look, can ſing, 
Can love, can kiſs, — in ſhort, do every thing. 


Pygmalion once @ marble miſtreſs wood, 
(Tool! to prefer a ſtone to fleſh and blood ! ) 
But find a girl ſo ſimple, if you can, 

To take a lifeleſs Statue for a man. 

Methinks ev'n I cou'd know, tho" in the dark, 
The diff rence *twixt a Statue, and a Spark : 
Yes ; I wou'd have their wiſer heads to know, 
We Females never are impos'd on ſo. 


If to the Fair, my carriage ſheu'd to-night, 
Appear too bold, too forward, or too light ; 
Shou'd my ſimplicity their cenſure move, 

When I inſtruft young OBERON to love 

I hope to find indulgence, when I ſhew = 
The thing I toy'd with was — a harmleſs Beau: 

Beſides, my beſt excuſe is yet to come, 

When I grew fond, I thought my Charmer dumb: 
Here, then, Gallants may this inſtruction find; 
If men <vere ſecret, women wou'd be kind. 
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